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My life that all its strength seems gone from it,
Mine inmost being then feels throughly quit
Of anguish, and all evil keeps afar.
Love also gathers to such power in me
That my sighs speak, each one a grievous thing.
Always soliciting
My lady's salutation piteously.
Whenever she heholds me, it is so,
Who is more sweet than any words can show.
Quomodo sedet sola civitas plena populo! facia est quasi
vidua domina gentium fl
I was still occupied with this poem (having composed
thereof only the above written stanza), when the Lord
God of justice called my most gracious lady unto Himself,
that she might be glorious under the banner of that
blessed Queen Mary, whose name had always a deep
reverence in the words of holy Beatrice. And because
haply it might be found good that I should say somewhat
concerning her departure, I will herein declare what are
the reasons which make that I shall not do so.
And the reasons are three. The first is, that such
matter belongeth not of right to the present argument;
if one consider the opening of this little book. The
second is, that even though the present argument
required it, my pen doth not suffice to write in a fit
manner of this thing. And the third is, that were it
both possible and of absolute necessity, it would still be
unseemly for me to speak thereof, seeing that thereby
it must behove me to speak also mine own praises :
a thing that in whosoever doeth it is worthy of blame
For the which reasons, I will leave this matter to be
treated of by some other than myself.
Nevertheless, as the number nine, which number hath
often had mention in what hatE'gone before (and not,,
as it might appear, without reason), seems also to have
borne a part in the manner of her death : it is therefore
1 * How doth the city sit solitary, that was full of people! how
is she become as a widow, she that was great among the nations!"—
Lamentations of Jeremiah, 1 1.

